FULTON COUNTY TRIBUNE, WAUSEON, OHIO, FRIDAY, AUG. 16, 1918

“Outwitting the Hun"

By LIEUTENANT PAT, O'BRIEN

(Copyright, 1918, by Pas Alva O'Brien)

FROM A PRISON CAMP O"BRIE
FATAL FALL OF HIS

N WATCHES LAST FIGHT AND
CHUM, PAUL RANEY.

Synopsis.~FPat O'Brien, & resident of Momence, IIl, after seeing
sorvice in the Amerienn flylng corps on the Mexican border in 1916,
Jolna the British Royal Fiying corps {n Cnnadn, and after a brief train-

Ing period s sent to France. He |
service on the fromt. He enguges

fiyers, from which he emerges victorlous,
German flyers, O'Brien Is shot down. He falls 8,000 feet and, escaplng

death by a miracle, awnkes to fin

hospital, with a bullet hole in his mouth,

& ussigned to a squadron in active
‘n severnl hot fights with German
Finally. In a fight with four

d himself a prisoper in a German

CHAPTER IV—Continued.
. uline

When my “chummy enemy" first
started his conversation with me, the
German doctor In charge reprimandaed
hMm for talking to e, but he pald no

" attentlon to the doctor, showing that
some real Amerleanism had soaked
Into his system while he had been In
the U. 8. A. [ asked him one doy what
ha thought the German people wonld
do after the war: if he thought they
would make Gmu? a republic. and
mueh to my surprise he sald very bit-
terly. “If T had my way about It, I
would make her a republie today nnd
hung the O-——d kalser In the bar-
galn.” And yet be was considered an
uxcellent soldier, I concluded, how-
over, thut he must have been n Ger-
man soclalist, though he pever told me
80, On one occaslon 1 gsked him for
Rls pume, but he sald that I would
probably nover see him agaln and it
didn't matter what his name was. I
did not know whether he meant that
the Germans would starve me out, or
Just what was on his mind, for at that
time I um sure he did pot figure on
dylng. The first two or three days
T wan In the hospital I thought surely
he would be up and goune long before
I was, buf blood polsoning set in
ubout that time, and just 'a few hours
bBefore 1 left for Courtral he died.

One of those days, while my wound
was still very troublesome, 1 was
given nn apple; whether It was just to
torment me, knowing that I could not

eating It, so when the officer had gone
and 1 discovered this San Francisco
fellow looking at it rather longlugly,
I picked It up, Intending to toss It
ovar to him. But he shook his head
nd sald, “If this wis San Francisco

take It, but I cannot take It

here” 1 was pever able to
Just why be refused the
for he was usually soclable and
fellow to talk to, but appar
could not forget that I was
. However, that did not stop
orderlies from eating the
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ctice about the hospltal Im-
me particulurly. That was,
German soldler did not stand
of recovering sufficiently
piace agaln in 'the war, the
not exert themselves to see
well, But If a man had
chance of recovering and
be might be of some fur-
use, everything that medical skill
Iy do wnaa done for him.
whether this was done
or whether the doctors
their own Inclinations
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had been badly jarred up
-ghot, and [ hoped that I might
chance to have them fixed
renched Courtral, the prison
was to be taken. So I asked
if It wonld be possible for
this work doue there, but
curtly told me that, although
were several dentists at Cour-
they were busy enough fixing the
of thelr own men without both-
ering about mine. He also added that
I would not have to worry about my
teath; that I wouldn't bhe getting so
much food that they would oe put out
of commission by working overtime, I
wanted to tell him that from the way
things looked he would not be wear
Ing his out very soon elther,

My coundition Improved during the
next two days, and on the fourth day
of my captivity I wns well enough to
write n brief message to my squad-
ron, reporting that I was a prisoner of
war and “feellng fine,” although, as a
matter of fact, I was never so de
pressed lo my Mfe. I realized, how-
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I was still musing over this melan-
choly phase of the scout's life when
an orderly told me there was a benuti-
ful battle going on in the alr, and he
volunteered to help me outside the
hospital that 1 might witness it, and
I rendily accepted his assistance.

That afternoon I saw one of the
gamest fights I ever expect to witness.

There were six of our machines
against perhaps sixteen Huns. From
the type of the Britsh machines I knew
that they might possibly be from my
own aecrodrome. Two of our machines
had beon apparently picked out by
six of the Huns and were bearing the
brunt of the fight, The contest seemed
to me to be so unequal that victory for
our men wnsg hardly to be thought of,
and yet at one time they so completely
outmaneuvered the Huns that 1
thought their superior skiil might save
the day for them, despite the fuct that
they were so hopelessly outnhumbered.
One thing 1 was sure of: they would
never give In,

Of course, it would have been a com-
paratively simple matter for our men,
when they saw how things were golog
oguinst them, to have turned their
noses down, landed behind the Ger-
man lines and glven themselves up as
prisoners, but that is not the way of
the R. F. C.

A Dbattle of this kind seldom lasts
many minutes, although every second
seems like an hour to those who par-
ticipate in It, snd even onlookers suf-
fer more thrills In the course of the
struggle thun they would ordinarily
experience iu a lifetime, It i= appar-
ent even to a novice that the loser's
fate is death. -

Of cvourse, the Germans around the
hospital were all watchlng and rooting
for thelr comrades, but the English,
{00, had one sympathizer In that group
who made no effort to stifle his admira-
tion for the bravery his countrymen
were displaying.

The end came suddenly, Four ma-
chines crashed to earth almost simul-
taneously. It was an even break—two
of theirs and two of ours, The others
apparently returned to their respective
lines.

The wound In my mouth made it Im-
possible for me to speak, but by means
of a pencil and paper I requested one
of the German officers to find out for
me who the English officers were who
had been shot down.

A little later he returned and handed
me & photograph taken from the body
of one of the victims, It was a pleture
of Paul Raney of Toronto, and myself,
taken together! Poor Raney! He was
the best friend I had and one of the
best and gamest men who ever fought
In France,

It was he, I learged long after, who,
when 1 was reported missing, had
checked over all my belongings and
sent them back to England with a
slgned memorandum—which Is now in
my possession. Poor fellow, he little
realized then that bwt a day or two
later he would be engnged in his last
heroic battle with me a helpless on-
looker !

The same German officer who
brought me the photograph also drew
a map for me of the exact spot where
Raney was buried In Flanders, I
guarded It carefully all through my
subsequent adventures and finally
turned it over to his father and mother
when I visited them o Toronto to per-
form the hardest and saddest duty I
have ever been called ipon to execute
—to confirm to them In person the
tidings of poor Paul's death,

The other British pilot who fell was
also from my squadron and o man I
knew well—Lieutenant Keith of Aus-
tralin. I had given him a pletgre of
myself only a few hours before I start-
ed on my own disastrons flight. He
was one of the star pllots of our squad-
ron nnd had been In many s desperate
battie before, but this time the odds

ever, that if the message reached my
commdes It wonld be relayed to my |
mother in Momence, 1L, and I did not

want to worry her more than was ab-

solutely necemsary. It was enough for

her o know that I was a prisoner. She

did not have to koow that I was

wounded,

I had hopes that my message would
be enrried over the lines and dropped |
by one of the German flying officers.
That = a courtesy which is usually |
practiced on both sides. 1 recalled |
how patlently we had walted In our
nirdrome for news of our men who had !
falled to return, and 1 could pleture |
my squadron speculating on my fate, |

That Is one of the snddest things
connected with service In the I F. C
You don't cure much what happens to
you, but the constant casualties among l
your friends are very depressing. [

You go out with your “flight” and
got Into a muss. You get seattered,
and when your formation ls broken up |
you finally wing your way home alone. |

Perhaps you are the first to land, |
Hoon another machine shows o the |
sky, then mnother, and you patiently |
walt for the rest to appear. Within an
hour, perhaps, all have shown up save
one, and you begin to speculate gnd
wonder what hus happened to him.

Hns be lost his way? Has he landed |
=t some other alrdrome? Did the |
Tuns get him? ‘

When darkness comes you realize |
that, at any rote, he won't be back that |
night, and you hope for a telephone
eall from him telling of his where-
abouts.

If the night passes without sign or
word from him, he {s reported ns miss- |
ing and then yom watch for his cus- |
unlty to appear In the war office lists.

One day. perhaps a month Inter, n
mensage Is dropped over the line by |
the German flying corps with a lst ofr |
pliots eaptured or kilied by the Huons,
and then, for the first time, you know |
definitely why It was your comrnde
falle:l to return the day he last went |
over the lne with his squadron, 3

were too great for him. He put up a

wonderful fight and he gnve as much
s he took.

The next two days passed without
incldent and I was then taken to the
intelligence department of the German
fiying corps, which was located about
an hour from the hospitul, There I was
kept two days, during which time they
put o thousand and one questions to
me. While I was there I turned over
to them the message I had written in
the hospital and asked them io have
one of thelr flyers drop it on our side
of the line.

They usked me where I would like to
have it dropped, thinking perhaps I
would give my airdrome away, but
when 1 smiled and shook my head, they
did not Insist upon an answer.

“I'll drop it over . declared one
of them, naming my airdrome, which
revedled to me that thelr fiying corps
is as efficient as other branches of the
serviee in the matter of obtuining valu-
able Ioformation.

And right here I want to say that the
more I eame to know of the enemy, the
more keenly I realized what a difficult
tnsk we're going to have to Hek him.
In all my subsequent experiences, the
fact that there is a heap of fight left
in the Huns still was thoroughly
brought home to tne. We shall win
the war eventually, if we don't slow
up too soon, In the mistaken iden that
the Huns are ready to lie down.

The fiying officers who questioned
me were extremely anxlous to find ont
all they could about the part America
i¢ going to play in the war, but they
evidently came to the conclusion that
Ameriea hadn't taken me very deeply
into her confidence, judging from the
information they got, or fuiled to get,
from me.

At any rate, they gave me up 68 8
bad job, and 1 was ordered to the offi-
cers’ prison at Courtral, Belgium.

CHAPTER V.
The Prison Camp at Courtral,

From the intelligence department T
was conveyed to the oificers’ prison
camp at Courtral in an sutomobile. It
was about nn hour's ride. My escort
was one of the most famous fivers In
the world, barring none. He was later
killed in action, but I was told by an
English airman who witnessed his last
combat, that he fought a game battle
and died a hero's death.

The prison, which had evidently
been a clvil prison of some kind before
the war, was located right in the heart
of Courtral. The first bullding we ap-
proached was large and in front of
the archway, which formed the main
entrance, was a sentty box. Here we
were challenged by the sentry, who
knocked on the door; the guard turned
the key in the lock and I was admit-
ted. We passed through the archway
and directly Into a courtyard, on which
faced all of the prison buildings, the
windows, of course, being heavily
barred. After I had given my pedigree
—my pame, age, nddress, ete—1 was
shown to a cell with bars on the win-
dows overlooking this courtyard. I
was promptly teld that at night we
were to occupy thesge rooms, but 1 had
alrendy surveyed the surroundings,
taken account of the number of guards
and the locked door outside, and con-
cluded that my chences of getting
away from some other place could be
no worse than in that particular cell.

As T had no hat, my helmet being the
only thing I had worn over the lines,
1 was compelled either to go bare-
headed or wear the red cap of the
Bavarian whom I had shot down on
that memorable day. It can be im-
agined how I looked attired in a Brit-
jsh uniform end a bright red ecap.
Wherever I was taken my outfit
aroused considerable curiosity among
the Belglans and Germuan soldlers.
When I arrived at prison that day I
still wore this cap, and as I was taken
into the courtyard, my overcoat cover-
tng my uniform, all that the British
officers, who happened to be sunning
themselves In the courtyard, could see
was the red cap, They afterwards told
me they wondered who the *bug Hun"
was with the bandage on his mouth,
This cap I managed to keep with me.
but wns never allowed to wear It on
the walks we took. I either went bare-
headed or borrowed a cap from some
other prisoner.

At certaln hours eaeh day the pris-
oners were allowed to mingle in the
courtyard, and on the first occasion of
this kind I found that there were 11
officers . impriscned there besides my-
self,

They had here Interpreters who
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could speak all languages. One of
them was a mere boy who had been
born in Jersey City, N. J., and had
spent all his life in Ameriea until
the bezinning of 1914. Then he moved
with his folks to Germany, and when
he beenme of military age the Huns
forced him into the army. 1 think if
the truth were known he would much
rather have been fighting for America
than sgainst her.

I found that most of the prisoners
remained at Courtral only two or
three days. From there they were in-
varinbly taken to prisons in the inte-
rlor of Germany.

Whether it was becanse I was an
American or because 1 was a flyer, 1
don’t know, but this rule was not fol-
lowed in my cage. I remained there
two weeks.

During this period Courtral was con-
staatly bombed by our sirmen. Not a
single day or night passed without one
or more alr raids. In the two weeks
I was there 1 counted 21 of them. The
town suffered a great deul of damage,
Evidently our people were aware that
the Germans had a lot of troops con-
centrated in this town and besides the
headquarters staff was stationed there.
The kaiser himself visited Courtral
while I was in the prison, I was told by
one of the interpreters, but he didn’t
cull on me, and for obvious renasons I
couldn't call on him,

The courtyard was not a very popu-
lar place during air raids. Several
times when our ailrmen raided that
section in the day time I went out and
watched the machines and the shrap-
nel bursting all around; but the Ger-
mans did not crowd out there, for their
own antiaireraft guns were hammer-
Ing awny to keep our plunes as high
In the sky ns possible, and shells were
likely to fall in the prison yard any
moment. Of counrse I watched these
battles at my own risk. Muny nights
from my prisor window I watched
with peculiar interest the alr raids
carried on, and it was n wonderful
sight with the German senrchlights
playing on the sky, the “flaming on-
lons™ fired high and the burst of the
antialreraft guns, but rather an un-
comfortable sensation when 1 realized
that perhaps the very pext minute a
bomb might be dropped on the building
in which I was & priscner. But per-
haps all of this was better than no
excitement at all, for prison life soon
became very monotonous.

One of the hardest things I had to
endure throughout the two weeks 1
spent there was the sight of the Hun
machines flying over Courtral, know-
Ing that perhaps I never would have
another chance to fly, And T used to sit
by the hour watehing the German ma-
chines, maneuvering over the prison,
as they had an airdrome not far away
and every afternoon the students—or
I took them for students because their
fiying was very poor—appeared over
the town. One certain Hun seemed to
find particular satisfaction In fiying
right down over the prison nightly, for
my speclal discomfort and benefit, it
seemed, as if he kpew an airman im-
prisoned there was vainly longing to
try his wings again over their lines.
But I used to console myself by say-
ing: “Never mind, old boy, there was
never a bird whose wings could not
be eclipped If they get him just right,
and your turn will come some day.”

Omne night there was an exception-
ally heavy air raid going on. A num-
ber of German officers came into my
room, and they all seemed very much
frightened. I jokingly remsrked that
it would be fine if our alrmen hit the
old prison—the percentage would be
very satisfactory—one English officer
and about tem German ones. They
didn’t seem to appreciate the joke,
however, and, indeed, they were ap-
parently too much alarmed at what
was going on overhead to laugh even
at their own jokes. Although these
night raids seem to take all the starch
out of the Germans while they are
golng on, the officers were usually as
brave as lions the next day and spoke
contemptwously of the raid of the
night before.

I saw thousands of soldiers in Cour-
tral, and although they did not Im-
press me as having very good or abun-
dant food, they were fairly well
clothed. 1 do not mean to Imply that
<onditions pointed to an early end of
the war, On the contrary, from what
I was able to observe on that point,
unless the Huns have an absolute crop
fallure they can, in my opinion, go on
for years! The idea of our being able
to win the war by starving them out

strikes me ns ridiculous. This is a

| war that must be won by fighting, and |
| the sooner we realize that fuct the

sooner it will be over.
Rising hour in the prison was seven

o'clock, Breakfast came nt eight. This

consisted of n enp of coffee and noth-
ing else. If the prisoner had the fore-
sight to save some bread from the pre-
vious day, he had bread for breakfast
also, but that never happened in my
case. Sometimes we had two cups of
coffee, that is, near-coffee.

For lunch they gave us bolled sugar
beets or some other vegetable, and
once in a while some kind of pickled
meat, but that happened very seldom.
We also recelved a third of a loaf of
bread—war bread. This war bread
was us heavy as a brick, black and
sour. It was supposed to last us from
noon ope day to noon the next. Ex-
cept Tor some soup, this was the whole
lunch menu.

Dinner came at 5:30 p. m., when we
sometimes had a little jam made out
of sugar beets, and a preparation
called tea, which you had to shake vig-
orously or it settled in the bottom of
the cup, nnd then shout all yon had
was hot water. This “tea™ was a sad
blow to the Englishmen. If 1t hadn't
been called tea they wouldn't have felt
0 badly nbout it, perhaps, but it was
adding insult to Injury to call that
stufl “tea,” which with them is almost
a national institution.

Sometimes with this meal they gave
us butter instead of jam, and once in
a while we had some kind of canned
meat,

This comprised the usual run of eat-
ables for the day—I can eat more than
that for breakfast! In the days that
Were to come I learned that I was to
fare considerably worse.

We were allowed to send out and
buy a few things, but ns most of the
wrisoners were without funds this was
but an empty privilege. Once I took
advantage of the privilege to send my

half-soled.
marks—851

Once in 8 while a Belginn Ladies'
Relief soclety visited the prison and
brought wus huandkerchiefs, American
soap—which sells at about 3150 a
bar in Belgium—toothbrushes and
other little articles, all of which were
American made, but whether they
were supplied by the American re-
lief commiitee or not I don't know.
At any rate, these gifts were mighty
useful and were very much appre-
clated.

One day I offered n button off my
uniform to one of these Belginn ladies
as a souvenir, but a German gunrd
saw me and 1 was never allowed to
g0 near the visitors afterwards.

The sanitary conditions in this
prison camp were excellent as a gen-
eral proposition. One night, however,
I discovered that I had been cep-
tured by “cootles.”

This was a novel experience to me
and one that I would have been very
willing to have missed, betause in
the flylng corps our alrdromes are a
number of miles back of the lines and
we have good billets and our acquaint-
ance with such things as “cooties™ and
other unwelcome visitors is very lhn-
ited.

When I discovered my condition, 1
made a holler and roused the guard,
and right then T got another example
of German efficiency,

This guard seemed to be even more
perturbed about my complaint than I

They charged me 20

myself, evidently fearing that he would |
| of getting.that bread, and that was to

bhe blamed for my condition,

The commandant was summnoned
and I could see that he was very an-
gry. Someone undoubtedly got a se-
viere reprimamd for it

I was taken out of my cell by a
guard with a rifie and conducted about
a quarter of a mlle from the prison
to an old factory building which had
been converted into an elaborate fumi-
gating plant. There 1 was given a
pickle hath in gome kind of solution,
and while I was absorbing it my
clothes, bed clothes and whatever else
had been In my cell was hLeing put
thirough finother fumigating process,

While T was waiting for my things
to dry—it took perhaps half an hovr—
I had a chanece to observe sbout ene
hundred ether victims of “cooties™—
German soldiers who had become in-
fested in the trenches. We were all
nude, of course; but apparently il was
not difficult for them to recognize me
as a forcigner even without my uni-
form on, for vone of them made any
attempt to tnlk to me, although they
were very busy talking abeut me. T

could not unaerstand what they swere
saying, but I knew I wnas the butt of
most of thelr jokes and they made no
effort to conceal the fact that I was
the subject of conversation. |

When I got back to my ceil 3 found
that it had been thoroughly fumigated, |
and from that time on I had no further
trouble with “coeties” or other visi-
tors of the same kind.

As we were not allowed to write
aoyihing but prison eards, writlng was
ont of the question; and as we had no |
reading matter to speak of, 1’t-z1-_1[ru,','I
was nil. We had nothing to do to
pass away the tlme, so -'_‘onsuquentlyl
cards became our only dlversion, for |
we did, fortunately, have some of
these. I

There wasn't very much money as a |
rule in circulation, and I think for once |
in my life I held most of that, not due
to any particular ability on my part
in the gnme, but I happened to have |
several hundred francs in my pockets |
when shot down. But we held a lot-
tery that was watched without quite
such intense Iinterest as that. The
drawing was always held the day before
to learn who was the lucky man, There
was as much speculation as to who |
would win the prize as if it had been |
the finest treasure in the world. The
great prize was one-third of a loaf of
bread. Through some arrangement,
which T never quite figured out, it
happened that among the eight or ten
officers who were there with me, there
was salways one-third of a loaf of
bread over. There was just one way

draw lots. Conseguoently that was what
started the lottery. 1 bhelieve if a man
had ever been inclined te cheat he
would have been sorely tempted in this
instance, but the game was played ab- |
solutely sguare, and if a man had been |
caught cheating the chnnees ure that |
he wonld have been shunned by the
rest of the officers as long us he was
in prison. I was fortunate enough to

win the prize twice. |

As he was traveling with oth-
er prisoners toward a prison
camp in the heart of Germany,
O'Brien conceived the idea of
leaping through the car window
in a desperate attempt to gain
his liberty. There was one
chance in a thousand that he
would escape death or re-
capture. O'Brien tock the
chance. Read about this thrill-
ing expleoit in the next install-
ment

Facsimile of the Check Given to Lieutenant O'Brien as a Joke by Lieutenant
Dickson When They Were Fellow Prisoners at Courtrai.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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NEW HONOR ACCORDED DAVID

Might with Entire Propricty Be Called
the First Bandmaster Recorded
in History.

David might well be called the first
bandmaster mentioned In history; £~
he was the first orchestral organizer
of which we have any record. His
band numbered two hundred, four-
score and eight, and he thus led the
first body of players. He no doubt
possessed a knowledge of iostrumen-
tation and tone-color effect, for he
assigns his subjects to special fnstru-
ments. °

The fourth Psalm, “Hear me when
I call, O God of my righteousness"
he directs to be played by his chief
musiclan, who was a player of the
harp and the sackbut. Psalm fifth,
“Give ear to my words, O Lord,” he
asslgns to the chief musician, who
was the solo flutist of his band.
Penlm sizth, “0O Lord, rebuke me not
in thine anger,” the chief musiclan
or sololst on the string instrument,
who had a virtuoso's regard for ex-
pression, Is ealled upon to perform,
and o on through the Psalms.

David without question had in his
band all of the component parts of
the modern orchestra—strings, wood-
winds, brass and percussion. At the
dedleation of Solomon’s temple, David
and nll the house of David “played
before the Lord with all manner of
instruments made of fir wood, and
with harps and with psaltries with
trimbels, eastanets, cornets and cym-
hals, and the sound of the trumpet
wns heard In the land even as It is
heard today.” Popular as a composer
and popular as a conductor, David was
certalnly to he envied.

From these Biblical days to the
present time the {nstrumental body has
existed In mnany forms—bnnds com-
posed entirely of bagpipes, orchestras
composed entirely of string instro-
ments, bands of oboe players, bands
entirely of brass, bands of brass and
wood-wind, bands of trumpets, bands
of burgles, bands of droms, and all
sorts of combinations have been made
by man.

Anonymity in Literature.

A writer in the Boston Transcript,
speaking of a man who had written
much for publieation but always anony-
mously, says: "I doubt the wisdom of
this on practical grounds; for the pub-
lie likes to know whose work it is
reading; a pseudonym is far better
than nothing, and if persisted In is as
good In the long run &s the right
name ;: but n book by an abstraction, by
nobody, generally falls to win the read-
er's interest, unless a rumor Is put
about that there Is a mystery concern-
ing the authorship, and that the author
is a famous man trying a new experi-
ment.," He might have added
anonymity not profitable to the
writer, especially If he Is capable of
gonod work. He gets no credit with
the publie for what he does; whereas
his name If It accompanied his pub-
lished writing should become a dis-
tinet asset, editors, especially of maga-
zines, being governed to some extent
in their acceptances by the value of a
name, and persistent use of a name
even when attached to matter of trivial
quality has becoms a source of liberal
Income to many a writer.”

is

The One Achievement.

“T do not feel that 1 have really seen
‘Hamlet' played,” mused Mr. Storm-
ington Barnes.

“But you have played the part your-
self”

“My dear fellow, T could not weteh

| shoes to a Belgian shoemuker to be ' myself act, sould I?”

that |

it |
SILLY TO WORRY OVER PAST|

Far Better to Get Busy as Possible in |
Planning Something Worth While |

in the Future. !
|

The woman who sits around discon-
solately bemoaning the Snct that what
she considers her best years have van-
ished does not by any means deserve |
the sympathy she would like to re-|
ceive, |

Pray, who outside the home circd
cares what one's years are, whethée
the bloom has faded from one’s cheek

or whether one's figure has lost or i |
1

losing its youthful lines? |
The person who foolishly wastés
good time in wishing that he or she
could reclaim other days sheuld try to
forget self and Immediately becuma'
busied with some wholesome task. i
There are no fountains of perpetual |
¥outh to be found at nny price in any
elime. This fact was demonstrated
long ago, and the person who sets out
In search of those magic waters will
return bitterly disappointed. '
Time levves its traces upon all of|
us, much as we would like to refute |
this charge. How senseless then to |
resort to artificial means. hoping that
by so doing we shall eradicate the
marks of passing years! |
On the other hand, why not concen-
trate one's best thoughts upon the
present, remembering that there are |
October sunsets more lovely and more |
brilliant than any that ever paint a |
June sky! |
The woman past her first youth has, |
if she is blessed with good health plas
will power, 8 work to do, and she |
should do it. Not one of us ever ques- |
tions the nge of any person who per-
forms some worth-while task. Instead,
we applaud the worker, meanwhila
hoping earnestly that he or she shall |
long continne to serve or entertain.—
Pittsburgh Dispatch.

To Warm Room Evenly.
The temperature of a heated room |
is several degrees warmer at the cejl-
ing than at the floor. To equalize the |
temperature, it Is necessary for the |
air to be in circulation. This may be |
accomplished with an electric fan, but
to prevent any unnecessary draughts,
the blast from the fan should be con-
fined. As the gir must be driven from
the foor to the ceiling, place the fan
in one corner of the room In such a
position that It will drive the alr up-
wards. To keep the alr confined, make |
a cardboard tube about six inches In
diameter to carry the alr up and across
the ceiling to the opposite corner of
the room. This will take the cold air
from the floor and forece It out at the
celling level. Naturally the alr cur-
rents are forced from a lower to a
higher level. thus equalizing the tem-
perature.—Popular Science Monthly.

Only One Hog Had Dollar.

A fat hog at the Omaha stock yarda
coughed up a dollar when “Snuf®™
Smith, an employee of a commission
company, kicked it In the head.
hog was trying to run past him when
he wanted It to go the other way. He
gave it a vigorous kick. It coughed,
gngged, sputtered a moment and thea
spat up the dollar.

Stockyard men throughout the rest
of the day had a lot of fun about the
incldent. The commission company
claimed the dollar. Smith claimed {t.
The owner of the hog clalmed it, and
as a result Smith spent It for cigars
for the crowd.

A lot of the employees in the yards
began to kick hogs right and left in the
hope of shaking out another dollar.
One employee sald he had kicked 612

| properly plucked,

The |

bogs during the day msd hadn't got
even & Jitney.
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THE OSTRICH FARM.

“Of course I admit it,” said the os-
trich.

“What do you admit?" nsked anoth-

| er ostrich.

“I admit that I'm queer,” said the
first ostrich.

“Then I suppose you think I'm
queer, too?" asked the second ostrich.
“I'm very much like you, and if you're
queer I must be.”

“Well, that doesn’t always follow,”
gald the first ostrich. “There are many
ereagtures alike, but still if one hap-
pened to say he was gueer another
wouldn't wish it sald of him that he
was queer, too.”

“0Oh, if yon're queer, I don't mind
iIf 1 am too,” the second ostrich
sald. A

“Yon wouldn't have to be queer just

| becanse T wag™ said the first ostrich.

“You might be very nice and I might
be very cross. Now, it's queer to be
cross, I've heard. No one geis any
fun out of it at all; no, they get very
nnhappy. 8o it must be queer to be
cross.”

“Is that what youn meant when you
said you were queer?’ asked the first
ostrich. “I don't know If I like that
so much, 1 was guite willing to be
queer slong with yon If it was just
ordinary gqueerness—but nof cross-
ness.”

“T don’t blame you in the least,” sald
the frst ostrich.

“Well, what did you mean by say-
ing you were queer? There are many

vays of being queer, it seems to me”
said the second ostrich.

“Yes, there are,” sald the first os-
trich. *T'll tell you what TH do,” he
sald, “if yon don’t mind my being
fijneer, which is really the way you're
gueer, too; I'd like you to be my mate.

e

As Coyly as an Ostrich Could.

I would never leave you. I am four
years old, which is the right time for
a young ostrich to think of getting
himself a mate, and I would judge you
were ahout that age, too, possibly a
little younger,” Mr. Ostrich =aid po-
litely.

The second ostrich moved her head
coyly to one side—that Is as coyly as
an ostrich conld. *“T'd love to be your
mate,” she said. *“And T will always
be your mate, just as you will always
be mine.”

“We are queer—all of the ostrich
family—every osirich on this great os-
frich farm—every ostrich every-
where.”

“Yes, go on” said Mrs, Osirich.
“This is very interesting.”

“We are all queer,” econfinued Mr.
Ostrich, “because we are feathered
like birds and yet we eannot fily. We
rin iostead, and we're good runners.
But it's gueer to be dressed like a
bird and act like an animal”™

“It is queer,” sald Mrs Ostrieh,
“put I don't mind such queerness.”

“Not in the least,” said Mr. Ostrich.
*“] don’t suppose any ostrich minds,
We're all so used to such queerness.”
© “They say,” Mrs, Ostrich remarked,
“that our feathers are very valuable.
They've even sald that some ostriches
make any amount of money for their
owners, I suppose you were first
plucked when you were nine months
old and when you were about six feet
in height.”

“You're right, Mrs. Osirich, and I
was put in a little yard and my feath-
ers which were ail ready were clipped
off. Well, I for one, am giad that they
make use of our feathers, for we're
well treated on this farm.”

“0h, ves,” said Mrs. Ostrich, “it's
tine to he so useful and to decorate the
bats of henutiful ladies™

“Ii's fine,” said Mr. Ostrich, “and
I approve of it, for it never hurts us
in the least hit to have our feathers
It gives mo pain,
and in no way does it hurt us. But
some Indies,” and Mr. Ostrich looked
very sad, “care so much about aill
kinds of feathers that they will even
wear the feathers of little birds which
have to be killed, and of some moth-
er birds which have to be killed just
when the little ones are needing her
so much.”

“I can't helleve it,” gasped Mrs. Os-
frich. *“When they can have feathers

| from creatures like us—and when we

aren’t hurt by it—to think of using
feathers fromy birds which have to
be killed! I ean't understand folks
who care for fashion and feathers
above the lives of birds and above
kindness.”

“Perhaps some day they will know
better,” sald Mr. Ostrich. *“We are
glad to be of use to people for we
can do our work esasily, but oh, I
hope that fewer and fewer wild birds
will be taken and used for those who
are slaves to fashion.”

Nothing Like Mischief,
Mother (to Johnoy, who is In the
next romn)—Johnny, what makes the
baby so quiet? Is he into any mis-
chief?
Johnny—No, marm; he's just play-
Ing with the flypaper, that's all.

Willing to Overlook It
“Julin,” said the fond mamma, “I
am awfully sorry, dear, that I must
ask you te take this castor oil."
“Oh, that's all right, mamma; if
you fecl so bad about it I won't take
{ 1 A

A Self-Goer.

“Oh, soody, mother, I am going to
take history next term,” said Helen in
considerable glee,

“Why are vou sp pleased at taking
history? asked molher,

“Why, it must be so easy to learn
and recite, The teacher says it repeats
tuef.”

Got the Meters
Bacon—The puaper says the allies
gained 1,200 meters (n the last battle,
Eghert—3Must have attacked a gas
works, I guess,

The Habit of
Self-Denial

By REV. ED. F. COOK, D. D.
Director Missionary Course, Moody Bible
Iostitute, Chicage

TEXT—II any man will come after me,
let him deny himself, and take up his
crosa daily, and follow me.—Luks 8:70

It requires self-abnegation to fol-
low Christ in the way of everlusting
life, and wotmost
self-denial to en-
ter fully with him
into his progrum
for the worldl. In
man's relation to
Jesus Christ self-
denial Is an es
sential mark eof
discipleship, and
a first requisite
to reality of spir-
itual experience.
In man’s reintion
to man and to
world beiterment
self-denial is
fundnmental teo
all effective min-
istry of the Gospel

The self-deninl of which the Mas-
ter spenks in the text is mot to be
thonght of as an impulsive act, or A=
a spasm of zelf-forgetfulness, but rath-
er as a habit of life. The self-denial
to which he refers |s more than un-
selfishiness in meeting emergent de-
mands. It is more than Uberality o
times of special public need; it is In
renlity n matter of dally practice. The
Master no doubt places special empha-
sis upon “daily™ when he says, “If any
man will come after me, lét him deny
himself, and take up his cross daily,
and follow me.” A self-denial which
is less than a fixed principle of life
and less than a daily practice cannet
usher a man into the comradeship of
Christ in service. If ever we foliow
him truly it Is in the way which he
here describes.

In the day of our nafion’s glory and
power, with the doors ef Christinn op~
portunity wide open In every land, we
have failed to enter fully into the
Master’s plan for his world. Christ
has been too largely shut out of the
life of the Ameriean people through
a gradual wielding ro the subtle temp-
tations of great prosperity. We have
accepted with indifference his great
commission and have put forth but
meager offort to evangelize the na-
tions. The love of luxury and esse
has produced such softness and .self-
indulgence in the churches 6f Amer-
ira as renders difficult the response
to n challenge which demands herole
self-denial and self-abnegating service.

The American people have, however,
heen hrought by the exigencies of war
te the practice of self-deninl, self-sac-
rifice and liberality in giving to an ex-
tent unprecedented in our history.
Splendid has been the response to the
nation’s call for men and money. Both
are being offersd without stint. The
moving of the American heart in plity
for human suffering, and the new eval-
uation of physieal strength and moral
power, have led the American people
to pour out their wealth in order to
feed the hungry, heal the suffering,
comfort the sorrowing, and to equip
and protect our soldiers In both moral
and physical efficiency. In the awful
school of war we are learning lessons
of great moral value.

The peril is that after the war we
may lapse agnin into the softness and
needless self-indulgence of other days.
Weary of self-restraint and self-denial,
it will be easy to rush again to the
frivotities and pleasures of the world
and to the luxurious living to which
the Americun peaple have become 80
accustomed.

In such a return to selfishness, self-
indulgence and self-love, there are im-
minent perils to our nation and to the
cause of Christ. Against such a peril
our people must be protecied. This
ean best he done by keeping before
them the Master's grent world-pro-
gram: ‘The enterprise of foreign mis-
sfons, It alone of all human enter-
prises carries the full moral equiva-
lent of war. It alone mukes a like ap-
penl te that of war—to love, to loy-
alty, to courage and self-sacrifice. The
missionary enterprise alone presents
the utmost appeal of love to God and
of love to our fellow men. It devel-
ops as no other obligation or activity
the sense of the Fatherhood of God
and the consciousness of the brother-
hood of man. If we would preserve in
the heart of this nation the finest, the
noblest, the best products In human
character of this grest war, we must
make of Amerien o grest missionary
nation, fired with a passion for world-
wide service. To this end the churches
of America 'must be held to a vision
of the Master's missionary program
for the world. They must be led to
see that victery for the allies is but
a partial victory and the world-wide
peace which the allies demand but
a temporary peace, unless we hold the
“gnifent” already driven Into heathen
darkness, and resolutely drive on to
fullest suceess in the foreign mission
enterprise. There is no possible basis
of permanent world-peace which does
not take account of Christ and his
kingdom on earth,

It is of supreme importaonce. there-
fore, that we hear with new interest
and resolution the Master's challenge
to selfvdenial. Having learned in war
through love of country the meaning
of willing self-sacrifice. let us now
for love of Christ learn the full mean-

"ing of following him in sucrificial serv-

fee,

Disbelievers,

Thase who are not indueed to be
Heve nnd live as they ought by those
diseoveries which God hath mgpde in
the Seriptures, would stand out
against nany evidence whatever, even
that of n messenger sent express from
the pther world.—Otterbury.

A Mine of Knowledge.

In what light soever we regard the
Bible, whether with reference to revel-
ation, to history or to morality, It Is
an invaluable, an inexhaustible mine of
snowledge and virtue—J. Q. Adams.

Inspiration of Scriptures,

When one has given up the fact of
tiie inspirntion of the Seriptures. he
hus given up the whole foundation of
revenled religion.—Heury Ward Bee-
cher.

The Scripture.
Nobody ever outgrows the Serip-
ture: the book widens sand dJdeepers
with our years—Spurgeon,

Refuging to Believe,
VWhan we refuse to belleve God we
have no claim on his promises,




